The doctor almost tiptoes out to join the others in the
living-room. The door remains open. They are all in
view. The nurse sits down in an armchair. She looks long
at the patient, with a gentle, sad smile. Then, immediately,
she looks upward, as it were through the ceiling, up to
someone whom nobody but she can see. Her lips move
silently. Her face shows that she is asking for something
from above, that she is begging to be relieved of her earthly
life. Then her face grows calm. With a slow motion she
readies for her heart. Her head sinks back. Her hand
slips slowly from her heart to her lap. She is dead. Her
eyes close. There is silence in the room. After a long pause,
the doctor breaks away from the group visible in the
other room, and conies into the sickroom, carrying a small
vial and the hypodermic needle. After him come the
lawyer, the ex-wife, and the boy. The doctor steps to the
man's bedside.

Fragment of dialogue:

WIFE
Doctor... I hardly dare to ask you ..,

DOCTOR

(At the bedside)
He's still asleep.

WIFE
Will he wake up?

DOCTOR
He might, if 1 don't give him another injection.

WIFE

I want to say goodbye to him.viction, in a tone that
